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. Midsummer Hats

for tho heads of youth and
JUST ono of that small

of designers who mako Paris
tho top o tho world (in mllllnory),
has glvon to us theso threo things of
beauty for tho summer girl. They
look so shnplo! And they nro In real-
ity only broad-brimme- d leghorn and
hemp shapes with plumes and ribbon,
or flowers and ribbon, for garniture.
But their simplicity is only scorning.
It is tho result of a deep study of
lines by a gifted artist. It Is like
tho simplicity of a perfectly plain and
porfectly fitted, tailored coat, a thing
dlfllcult of nchlovement.

These broad brims, droop and lift,
flowing about tho face and head in
lines that mako ub wonder and envy,- not at their own sweet will, but by
tho careful calculation of tho mind
that planned them. They are, in-

deed, fltted to tho faco and head. They
compel ub to noto how thoy silhouette
nn exquisite profile, or point to tho
flno line of the oyebrows, or piny up
the depth of tho eyes or veil half the
pretty faco in mystery.

On tho broad brimmed leghorn with
black velvet facing, n mass of deli-
cate tullo roses and a curious lily In
black velvet are banked against the
crown. Tho brim, drooping gradually
at the left, is so wide that it throws
tho entlro profllo, Including tho beau-
tiful throat, and tho nock, Into high
relief. The girl who chooses this must
possess a profile worth while, o

It will stand out like a stone
cameo, with such n hat for a back-
ground.

Tho hpmp hnt covered with oddly
mounted uncurled ostrich plumes is
of a sort to carry off tho honors nt

tho Grand Prix, whero mllllnory and
horses triumph but mostly mllllnory.
It would surely hold Its own In any
mooting of thoso who mako dress a
study and vie with ono another In dis-
play. Happy tho brldo or bridesmaid
who mny Indulge herself In Ub coun-
terpart. It Is a hat for high occasion.
Thoro are four long, but not heavy,
plumes, more like a soft mass of snow
than nnythtng else In nature. Thoro
Is almost no curl In tho long fibers.
Such a hat never was and nover will
bo out of stylo.

Tho third hnt Is moro distinctly of
tho season. It has n bell-llk- o brim
with Irregular edge and a fairly tall
crown. Fuor long plumes nro mounted
nt tho right under a bow that Is moro
than Inrgo. Thoy fajl completely over
tho crown, to tho loft brl7nr"Ono half
tho faco Is In shadow from the sharp
droop of tho brim. This hat is almost
universally becoming.

All theso lints nro set on the head
In tho propor position. It will bo no-

ticed that tho pose Is dignified not
rakish. The crownB aro posed as
they should bo, directly on top of tho
head. It Is tho modeling of the brims
that gives each hat its Individuality
and makes- - each extraordinary. As
studies In midsummer high nrt millin-
ery thoy must Interest everyone.
Thoso who would llko fnc-Blmll- of
any one of these must consider wheth-
er their features are of the oiiuio class
or not, and remember that tho rest
of the tolletto must piny up to tho hat.
Such millinery is Immensely useful
for It Ib brimming over with good sug-
gestions, which we will do well to
follow some of them nt a dlscreot
distance JULIA BOTTOMLEY.

PRETTY FOULARD WAIST
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This simple waist is of dotted
foulard, white ground, with blue dots.
It 1b trimmed on each Bldo of the
front with a baud of embroidery in
colors, bordered with rolls of liberty.

Tho full front Is of white silk voile;
the collarette and oleevo ruffles are of
lace.

Salt For Freckles.,
If you are troubled with freckles try

putting a teaspoonful of salt In a basin
of water and bathing the face with It.

Do this occasionally and seo how
quickly they will fade.

SUMMER BEDROOM IN COLORS

Soft Shade of Green One of the Most
Appropriate That Can Be

Devised.

A beautiful green room of a sum-
mer cottage hns been produced with
green woodwork In ono of tho rostful
sage-gree- n tints, tho walls papered In
a plain cartridge paper, with a frieze
of stray vines, all In different shades
of tho samo cool color. The wicker fur-nitur- e

Is finished In a forest green
stain and tho enrpot Is covered with
a green and white rug of fine, Joint-les- s

matting. Sheer white mull cur-tnlii-

hang at the windows with
straight-fallin- g draperies of liberty
silk of the same color ovr thorn. A
white porcelnln bedroom candlestick
four foot high stands at tho bend of
the bod. It is a straight column resting
on a Bqunro block base, tho fluted
finish outlined In green. It holds a
large green wax candlo, at tho sldo of
which Ih a little holder for a box of
matches. Other flttlngs of the room
carry out tho green and white scheme,
and as the apartment faces tho south,
tho effect has been to temper Its high
light and contribute a restfully sub-
dued tone.

Parasol of White.
This year's voguo Is tho white para-

sol, not matching tho small accesso-
ries such as stockings, belts and hats,
as It did last year. The tiny marquise
parasol covered with chantilly lace,
with which old-tim- e damea protoctcd
their complexions when driving, Is
coming In again for carriage use, and
It has the old folding pearl handle
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I.nugh, llttlo fellow, laugh nnd sing
And Jiwt tic Kind for everything!
lie gld for morning nnil for night,
For Bun mid stars thnt liuiKh with light,
For trees thut chuckle In the breesstf,
For singing birds and humming broceo
Hi ono with thorn, nnd laugh nlong
And weave their gladness In your song.

Lot nothing but tho twlnklo-tenr- s

Como to your eyes theso happy ycar
When you lire free of timk nnd toll
And nil tho frets thnt como to Hpoll
Tho bourn of folk whoso feot have paced
Tho roud nlong which nil must hnste
Lntigh, llttlo fellow, for it drives
Tho shndow out of other lives.

Go romping enro-frc- o nn you will
Across tho inendow, up tho hill,
And shout your incRsngo fur away
For nil tho world to Join your play.
This Is tho time for laughter: now
When Tlnw hits not sot on your brow
Tho llnger-prlnt- s that como with care
And Icuvo abiding wrinkles there.

Lntigh, llttlo fellow; laugh nnd sing
And conx tho Joy from everything:
Tnko gladness at Its fullest worth
And mnko ench hour an hour of mirth,
So thnt when on tho downward slope
Of life, tho radiant sky of hope
Will bend, nbovo you nil tho way
And mnko you happy, no today.

An""Error Explained; -

"While tho regular nnswers-to-quqr- -

fes editor was laid up with tho Influ
enza last month n young man from tho
circulation department handled his
mall and furnished replies to his cor-
respondents. Out of this situation
grew tho embarrassing predicament
In which wo And ourselves. Mr. Phln-en- s

Tonkorton ol East Wind, Intl.,
wrote, nsklng whnt ho should do to
gain tho affections of u young woman
In whom ho wns Interested, and Mr
George Gooph of Wlmploton, Mich.,
asked us to suggest n decorative
scheme for his naphthn launch. Mr.
Tonkorton, who nsked how to woo
tho fair lady, wns advised:

"Paint her a bright green, keeping
her In stnys until the paint dries. Then
strlpo her In deop orange and red
from atom to storn, decorato her with
flags und shove her Into tho lake."

Mr. Gooph, who wanted to know
how to paint his launch, was told:

"Whenever you are besldo her,
show your consideration and regnrd.
Hold her umbrella for her when you
happen to meet her In the rain, lie
punctilious in the small attentions she
will appreciate. Some candy nnd
flowers occasionally ought to help."

We trust tho two gentlemen will nc-ce-

this explanation and that each
will find here the advice he desired

What He Wanted.

"Yes, sir," urges tho drug clerk
"Buy a box of those tablets, tnko four
of them a day, and you chn cat any-

thing."
"Thunder!" growls the dyspeptic. "I

can do thnt now. What I want Is
something thnt will fix me up so thnt
I enn eat anything I want tho next
meal."

What He Omitted.
"This critic says that MIbb Yelplt,

who sang that solo at the church
muslcalo last night, has n voice that
Is remarkable for tho resonant, organ-tik- e

tones that characterize It In some
pasBngeB," says Mrs. Fadoogus.

"Yes!" comments Mr. Fadoogus.
"Probably tho critic waB too kind-hearte- d

to make It plain that he re
fen to n hand organ."
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Hent und trembling, Grandma Simp-eo- n

hold hor coarse, gray shawl moro
closely from tho rough March wind,
nnd trudged nlong in tho slush, search-
ing ovory Inch of tho wny for tho llt-

tlo folded paper sho had dropped. It
wns Into twilight and hor oycB woro
dim. ncsldcs, sho wns afrnld to go
homo- - Lis, her duughtor-ln-law- , wna
rfono too gentle.

"I thought I wiib holdlu' It tight,"
sho said aloud, childishly, "but when 1

got to tho store, It was gono. Whnt'U
I do?"

A stop behind her mndo hor stop
nBldo whoever It wob would want to
pass. Uut old man Heat did not pass.
Ho stopped to peer kindly Into tho
wrinkled face this was tho widow of
his dead comrade.

"Did you loso something, Mary?
Anln't It pretty raw for you to bo out
with your rhoumntlz?" Ho stopped
nnd leaned on his cuno, a bluff, brlBk,
kindly man a few yenrs hor sonlor.
Ho lived a fow houses farther nlong
on tho humble strcot; ho owned his
nont, sallor-llk- u homo, nnd was ac-

counted rich bccnuBO of .his Binnll
pension, nnd becauso ho paid no rent

that burden of tho poor.
Ho had scon llttlo of Mary Simpson

dlnce Bho went to llvo with hor son,
John. Liz John's wife was slattern-
ly and tho children noisy, which tho
old mnn could not endure. Ho seldom
wont thoro; but now ho saw troublo,
0 thing thnt callod for help.

"Did you, p'raps, find a papor?"
Grandma Simpson asked, tremblingly.
"Liz sent mo to tho storo with John's
pay-choc- k for tho wook sho was
afraid to trust tho children nnd,
somehow I lost It. I duBson't go
homo without It, William. I thought
1 was It tight, but It's gono."

"Well, ain't that too bad?And In
this Mnrch wind, It must hnvo blown
oft. It's too wet to hunt Tor It and
too dark! I'll tell you what you do
you go homo; nnd I'll turn out nnd
hunt for It nt first light for you. You
tell 'em I will and It'll bo all right."

Sho shook her bend, and ho saw on
her cheok tho bitter, scanty tenrs of
tho old. Ho know what go and lono-llnos- a

woro, and tried to comfort hor.
"You'll get your death o cold out

hefoT and p'rlhpd It'll bo- - found nnd
returned In tho niornln' folks Is hon-

est nbout here."
"It won't bo found," flho nnBwered

gloomily, "an' 'Id rnther dlo 'n henr
what Llz'U Bay! John nln't homo nn'
sho's tired nn' cross. Shu's got too
much to do nn' I'm a burden even
without losln' money for 'em. An It

does seem, though I hato complnlnln',
as If I never could stnnd hor slack
houscoepln' an' tho chlldron'b iioIbo.
An' thoro nln't a corner 1 can cull
my own anywhere. Couldn't you go

hack with me an' tell them It might
hnvo happened to anyone?"

Tho old man turned iinmciHutoly.
"Of courbo l'Jl go! No wait. You
como on to my houso nnd I'll stir up
tho llro nnd you can stny thoro nnd
mnko some ton for yourself, nnd I'll
go nlong nnd tell thorn. Would thut
bo eaalor? 1 know how It Is to bo
blamed for losln' things! I'll tell them
I found you limitlii for It nnd you
had ono o' them spells with your
head and I took you to my houso.
And when John gets home from town,
ho can como nflor you."

Grandma Simpson, brightening nt
thought of temporary Ireedom, fol-

lowed him without a word. Ho led her
Into tho trim, three-roome- d houso with
tho garden behind, whero ho had flow-

ers In summer, lie lit a bright, koro-rcn-

lump, Btlrred up tho fire In tho
kitchen stovo jfhd put on the kettle.

"You get you some lea while I'm
gono. What did Liz want from the
store? You can tell mo and I'll get
It and tnko It to her. Say Mniy
why not? Yc-h-; let me make It good!
It's fifteen dollnrs. ain't It? I can's

I well as not!" He stopped, n new
I thought In his head ills heart was

Fore. All year, ho had boon saving to
visit his daughter in Denver; and Just
today she had written him that her
husband's people had como nnd could
he wait till next summer for 111 visit?
'I no letter wns kind, but It hurt. He
would use some of tho money to help
Mary out.- -

"Thoy needn't to know about tho
check at all, unless It's found David
would have done ns much for me," ho
said of hor dead husband. "We was
always friends. What did LI, want?"

Unbelieving Joy lit tho old womnn's
face. Tidy and trim as a girl In her
clean gray calico, she took off her
shawl and warmed her hands nt the
fire.

"You're a good man, William! Sho
wanted Rorao sugar and potatoes, and
bacon and two loaves of bread. I

can bake lovely bread, but she won't
let mo! my children never ato ba-

ker's trade! I'll get your supper
while you're gone."

The old man departed, and grand- -
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inn, roveltng In tho clean nnd qulot i .H
of tho llttlo plncu, began with hor old M
qutckucBB, to go tho simple monl. Sho M
put potatoes to bake In tho oven, M
found somo baked bonus to warm up, M
and n bit of steak to fry nt tho Inst M
mlnuto, nnd mndo ready to brow tho M
tea. Sho spread tho red nnd whlto H
cloth and set tho table daintily Lis M
JuBt slapped things on, anyway. M

Hut sho put on only ono pinto and H
cut if no uliould ask hor to stny, Bho H
could noo nnot hor. Tho neighbors H
might tnlk If sho romnlnod, but hor
soul longed for n long, lolsuroly meal, M
and a talk with somo ono hor own M
ago, without tho Interruption of the H
children, or tho lis- - jttoning of Liz. Wllllnm Dost hnd gono H
to school with her nnd David. M

When sho had done nil that Bho M
saw to do, Bho smoothed hor poor plu- - M
mngo with tho alacrity of a bird, nnd H
snt down to wait, with hor feot on tho M
hearth. Sho would not drink ton till H
he enmc. Whnt would ho hnvo to Bay? H

When sho had waited whnt sho M
thought wub an ngu, and hnd nt last M
put tho meat on to cook, bIio heard his M
step on tho wnllc. Ho looked nbout i H
a moment, then wnlkcd to tho cup- - H
bonrd for another plato, cup, knlfo,
fork und spoon. Ho put them on tho H

"You'll hnvo to stny to supper," ho ilsaid from tho sink, whoro ha wns ILH
washing his hands. "I loft word for HJohn to como fetch you. I guoss I IHbungled tho Job somo. I took tho IHthings nnd tho monoy, nnd told my filllttlo stories, but Liz wns consldornblo Hriled. Soems she sont Miry to tho fHstoro to boo whnt como of you, and 3i
you must n' dropped tho check In fllthere, for they-- found It on tho floor. 11Liz said I wub Intorforln' nnd Jawed KH
some, but I stuck to It thnt you hnd 11n Bpoll nnd I guess sho bellovos that H

Ornndmn was dishing up tho nppc-- fHtiling monl nnd Liz wrath was not bo IH
I ciobu that It worried hor at tho mo- - fHmenL At least an hour or bo of poaco IHwas herB, and sho would onjoy It to tsltho fullest. Sho mndo tho tea and tho mltwo snt down to eat H

guess porhnps you bottor stny H
hero for always, I moan, Mary. !H

. Thoro'n enough Tor two, nnd I llko n 1
tidy woman llko' you nbout. Thoro'jf " ,"""w
too many In thnt house- -1 don't noo M
how you'vo stood It ho long nnd too jHfew In fills. You como ovor hero Just Ilto oven things up!" H

"Johnwouldn't llko it how could 'HI?" she stammered, with tho porvers- - H
ness of woman, at sovonteon or sev- - jH
onty, refusing to understand. H

"If you married mo, John couldn't H
my nnthlii', could ho? He's n good- - H
enough son, hut he's at work, nnd you H
really hnvo to llvo with his wire ho- - H
bides, you know I always liked you, H
Mary, from a mlto of a girl up, nnd H
even ns David's wife nn' all. Ho H
wouldn't mind my lookln' after you,

l
and It can't be done any other wny 11ns I can seo. Can It?" fH

Mary Simpson shook her head; H
then she began to cry softly Into her H
apron. He rose and patted her H
shoulder. jH

"You needn't Bny nothln to nny of l

them, Mary? You go homo with John jH
and Monday morula' I'll get a llconso H
nnd Preacher Cottrell and you can fllslip ovor hero about noon nnd wo'U H
be married and no one can help IL JHWhat do you say?" fH

The old lady dropped her apron taland looked up at him. IH
"I I believe I'd llko It real well, H

Wllllnm. My little pension would help H
out some and I'vo always wanted a H
little garden nnd never hud ono slnco H
David died. It seems loo good to bo H

Wllllnm Host wont back to his placo H
at the table, content, and she poured H
him another cup of tea. Then, sud- - H
donly. sho put her apron to her oyeu
again. .H

"Whnt In tunlcet alls you, woman?" jH
he, asked, anxiously. M

"I I nln't lit," sho sniffed. H
"You you're good's gold I'vo .H

known you all your born life, worn- - i ilan!" He wulted for her to explain. H
"I moan that I ain't got a thing " M

fit to he married In!" M
Kvcn old mnn Dost could not ro- - H

frnln a laugh at that. .H
"You're ull alike you women! You 'H

beat old White's cattle! I bet Evo M
cried for a whlto silk dress to bo mar- - . H
lied In. Finish your supper, woman, M
and I'll get my mother's black silk
out o' that chest In tho cornor thoro.
It's good as new and you can tnko a H
tuck or somothlng In It. Father H
brought it homo from son, nnd it waa H
the finest dross In tho village .In its M
time. Sho never woro It to speak of. H

Then John knocked und entored, 11kindly, but rough, and took his moth- - M
er homo. And Grandma Simpson
didn't enre In tho lenst what hor ',M
daughter-in-la- might say she could 11endure anything till Mondny. Ill
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